THE   HUNGRY   FORTIES
he could repeat lengthy passages from books read to
him; and delighted in wise saws and proverbs.
One Sunday, when Andy could not have been more
than six or seven, he and his father were returning from
the seashore. Andy was perched upon the paternal back.
The three mile uphill climb had wearied the elder Car-
negie. When they came to the steep rise leading into
Dunfermline he suggested mildly that Andy might en-
joy walking the rest of the way.
"Ah, faither," soothed the boy, drawing his arms
tighter about the other's neck, "never mind. Patience
and perseverance makes the man, ye ken/*
Shaking with laughter, the father trudged on. Andy
had learned the practical benefit of getting on the good
side of people.
The lad could be pushing and aggressive, too* At the
head of Moodie Street was a community well from
which it was Andy's duty to draw water for the family.
The supply was scanty and the well ran at irregular in-
tervals. Sometimes a score of old neighboring wifies were
waiting in line. Precedent had been established by plac-
ing cans in the line during the night. The old women
were very jealous of their rights. But Andy paid no at-
tention to them. "When the precious flow of water be-
gan he dashed into the group, gouging and butting his
way, and generally managed to fill his pail first. The
aged dames set him down as an awful laddie.
One spring William Carnegie gave Andy some breed-
ing rabbits. As these merry little creatures had never
/ been impressed with the virtues of birth control, pro-
viding provender for their numerous offspring became
a serious problem. Andy solved it neatly. He called in
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